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The TragedU of 

*BuU My heartwilll figh when X mifcatl it fo, 

■Which findes it an inforced pilgrimage. 

gaunt. The fullcn pafTage of thy wcarie Ifcps, 
Bfteejne a fo vie wherein thou art to fct. 

The precious lewell of thy home returne. 

'But. Nay rather euerie tedious flride I make. 

Will but remember me what deale of world 
I wander from- the Iewels that 1 loue . 

Muft I not ferue a long apprentifhood 
To forren pafTages,ancl in the end, 

Jdauing my freedorrrejboafl; of notning elfe, 

But that I was a iourney man to griefe?. 

Gaunt. Ah places that the eie of heauen vifits>. 

Are to a wife man ports and. happy hauens. 

Teach thy necesfitie to reafon thus,. 

There is novertue like necesfitie : 

Thinke not the King did baiiilh thee 
But thou the King, who doth thehcauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne : 

Go, fay 1 fent t’cce forth to purchafehonour,, 

And not the King exildethce ; or flippofe 
Deuouringpeftiiencehangs in our aire^ 

And thou art flying to a frefher clime : 

Looke what thy foule holds decre.imagine it 
To ly that way thou goeffnot whence thou comic' : 
Suppofe the finging- birds mufitions, 

T he graflfe whereon thou treadil, the prefence flrovvde. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy flops, no more 
Then a delightful! meafure or. a. daunce, 

For cnarhng for row. hath Icfte power tobite. 

Theman that mocks at it.andfets it light. 

1 Oh who canhold a fier in his hand,. 

By thinking on thefrofly Caucafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge ofappetite, . 

By bare imagination of a feaft? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow; 

By thinking on fantaflick fummers heat? 

Oh no, the appiehaifion of the good 
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Bichard the Second. 

Girtesbut the greater feeling to theworfe • 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
Then when it bites, but lancheth not the foare. 

gaunt. Come come my fonne, lie bring thee on thy way, 
Had I thy youth and caufc, I would not flay. 

j Bui. Then Englands ground farewell, fweete foile adiew, 
My Mother and my nurfe that beares me yet. 

Where ere I wander, boafl: of this lean, 

Though banilht, yet a true borne Englifhman. Exeunt. 

Enter the King with r Bu(hie ) &c.at one doore,4ttd the 
£ord Aumarle at the other. 

King. Wedidobferue Coofin Aumarle, 

How farre brought you high Herford on his way? 

^Aum. I brought high Herford, if you call himfo. 

But to the next high way, and there I left him. 

King. And fay, what ftorc of parting teares were fhed? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft w inde. 
Which then blew bitterly againfl our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and foby chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with ateare. 

King. What faid your coofin when you parted with him? 
An. Farewell, and formy heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the wore! that taughtnie craft, 

To counterfaite opprcffion offuch griefe. 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word Farewell haue lengthned hourcs, 
And added yecres to his fhort banifhment. 

He fhouldhauchad avolumeoffarewcls : 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, but tis doubt, 

When time fhall call him home from banifhment, 

Whetlier our kinfman comes to 'fee his friends. 

Our felfe and Bufliie, 

Obferucd his courtthip to the common people. 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, 

Withreuercncehe did throw away on flaues, 
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